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Shakesperiana, 
Being an Account of a Visit to Shakespere's 
Birth-place, with Anecdotes and Fragments 
illustrative of the Poet's Life and Times, col- 
lected and adapted from various authentic 
sources— 


BY H. P. MILLS, ESQ. 
—~p~— 


= The mighty majesty of Shakespere rose, 
There sprung the glowingthought,the powerful mind 
Which charmed, instructed, and amazed mankind; 
O’er the dark world burst forth a radiant light, 

A comet streaming through the depth of night 
Gave to a race unknown a matchless name, 

And made his country glorious in his fame !” 


I had come to Stratford on a poetical 
pilgrimage. My first visit was to the house 
where Shakespere was born, and where, 
according to tradition, he was brought up 
to his father’s craft of wool-combing. It 
is a small, mean-looking edifice, of wood 
and plaster, a true nestling-place of genius, 
which seems to delight in hatching its off- 
spring in obscure corners. ‘Ihe walls of 
its squalid chambers are covered with 





names and inscriptions, in every language, 
by pilgrims of all nations, ranks, and con- 
ditions, from the prince to the peasant, and 
present asimple but striking instance of 
the spontaneous and universal homage of 
mankind to the great poet of nature. 

The house is shown by a garrulous old 
lady, with a frosty red face, lighted up by a 
cold, blue,* anxious eye, and garnished by 
artificial locks of flaxen hair, curling from 
under an exceedingly dirty cap. She was 
peculiarly assiduous in exhibiting the relics 





with which this, like all other celebrated 
shrines, abounds. There was the shattered 
stock of the very matchlock with which 
Shakespere shot the deer on his poaching 
exploit. There, too, was his tobacco box, 
which proves that he was a rival smoker of 
Sir Walter Raleigh ; the sword, also, with 
which he played Hamlet, and the identical 
lanthorn with which Friar Lawrence dis- 
covered Romeo and Juliet at the tomb. 
There was an ample supply, also, of 
Shakespere’s mulberry tree, which seems 
to have as extraordinary powers of self- 
multiplication as the wood of the true 
cross, of which there is enough extant to 
build a ship of the line. 


The most favourite object of curiosity, 
however, is Shakespere’s chair. It stands 
in the chimney nook of a small, gloomy 
chamber, just behind what was his father’s 
shop. Here he may many a time have sat, 
when a boy, watching the slow revolving 
spit, with all the longing of an urchin; or, 
of an evening, listening to the crones and 
gossips of Stratford, dealing forth church. 
yard tales and legendary anecdotes of the 
troublesome times of England. In this 
chair it is the custom for every one that 
visits the house to sit; whether this be 
done with the hope of imbibing any of the 
inspiration of the bard, I am ata loss to 
say. I merely mention the fact; and mine 
hostess privately assured me that, though 
built of solid oak, such was the fervent 
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zeal of devotees, that the chair had to be 
new bottomed at least once in three years. 
It is worthy of notice, also, in the history 
of this extraordinary chair, that it partakes 
something of the volatile nature of the 
Santa Cassa, of Loretto, or the flying chair 
of the Arabian enchanter, for though sold 
some years since to a northern princess, yet 
strange to tell it has found its way back 
again to the old chimney corner. 

Mr. Burnett, in his “ View of the Pre- 
sent State of Poland,” page 257, gives the 
following account of this interesting relics 
of our bard :— 

“ The Princess Czartoryska has amassed 
a considerable collection of curiosities of 
various descriptions. Amongst these the 
reader may judge of my surprise on disco- 
vering in Poland the chair of Shakespere ! 
It was one day sent for to the saloon; a 
pretty large chair soon made its appearance, 
and seemingly consisted of one entire piece 
of wood, the back being plain, and some- 
what ornamented at the sides, but what 
appeared to me the strangest circumstance 
of all was that the whole was painted or 
stained of a faint or delicate green colour. 
Being left to wonder for awhile at appear- 
ances which I found myself unable to ex- 
plain, from the little knowledge I possessed 
of the antiquities of the reigns of Eliza- 
beth and James, some hand was placed on 
the back of the chair, a great case was up- 
lifted, and behold, a little plain ordinary 
and whitish wooden chair appeared, such 
as might haply be found in most of our 
cottages of the present day! This relic 
of our revered bard the princess procured 
some years ago, when she was in England, 
and paid for it a very considerable sum; I 
was told as much as three hundred pounds!” 

There is no doubt but that the princess 
was duped, as others have been, and that 
this chair in reality had never belonged to 
Shakespere. The persons who lived in the 
house in which he was born, finding that 
all their visitors were extremely desirous of 
possessing something which had belonged 
to the bard, manufactured, amongst many 
other things, a number of chairs, which 
were all of them disposed of, one after the 
other, as the identical chair in which Shakes- 
pere had been accustomed to sit. 

I am always easy of faith in such matters, 











and am ever willing to be deceived where 
the deceit is pleasant and costs nothing. 
There is nothing like resolute good-hu- 
moured credulity in these matters, and, on 
this occasion, I went even so far as to be- 
lieve the claims of mine hostess to a lineak 
descent from the poet, when, unluckily for 
my faith, she put into my hands a play of 
her own composition, which set all belief 
of consanguinity at defiance. 

From the birth-place of Shakespere, @ 
few paces brought me to his grave. He 
lies buried in the chancel of the parish 
church, a large and venerable pile, moul-. 
dering with age, but richly ornamented. It 
stands on the banks of the Avon, on an 
embowered point, and separated by adjoin- 
ing gardens from the suburbs of the town. 
Its situation is quiet and retired ;_ the river 
runs murmuring at the foot of the ehurch- 
yard, and the elms, which grow upon its 
banks, droop their branches into its clear 
bosom. An avenue of limes, the boughs of 
which are curiously interlaced, so as to 
form, in summer, an arched-way of foliage, 
leads up from the gate of the yard to the 
church porch. The graves are overgrown 
with grass; the grey tomb-stones, some of 
them nearly sunk into the earth, are half 
covered with moss, which has likewise tlnted 
the reverend old building. Small birds 
have built their nests among the cornices 
and fissures of the walls, and keep a con- 
tinual flutter and chirping, and rooks are 
sailing and cawing about its lofty grey 
spire. 

In the course of my rambles, I met with 
the grey-headed old sexton, and accompa- 
nied him home to get the key of the church. 
He had lived in Stratford, man and boy, 
for eighty years, and seemed still to consider 
himself a vigorous man, with the trivial 
exception that he had nearly lost the use of 
his legs for a few years past. His dwelling 
was a cottage looking out upen the Avon 
and its bordering meadows, and was a pic- 
ture of that neatness, order, and comfort, 
which pervade the humblest dwellings in 
this country. A low white-washed room, 
with a stone floor, carefully scrubbed, served 
for parlour, kitchen, and hall —rows of 
pewter and earthen dishes glittered along 
the dresser—on an old oaken table, well 
rubbed and polished, lay the family bible 
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and prayer-book, and the drawer contained 
the family library, composed of about half 
a score of well-thumbed volumes. An an- 
cient clock—that important article of cot- 
tage furniture, ticked on the opposite side 
of the room, with a bright warming-pan 
hanging on one side of it, and the old man’s 
horn-handled Sunday cane on the other. 
The fire-place, as usual, was wide, and deep 
enough te admit a gossip-knot within its 
jambs. In one corner sat the old man’s 
grand-daughter, sewing, a pretty blue-eyed 
girl, and in the opposite corner was a su- 
perannuated crony, whom he addressed by 
the name of John Ange, and who I found 
had Seen his companion from childhood. 

I had hoped to gather some traditionary 
anecdotes of the bard from these ancient 
chroniclers; but they had nothing new to 
impart. ‘The Jong interval during which 
Shakespere’s writings lay in comparative 
neglect has spread its shadow over his his- 
tory, and it is his good or evil lot, that 
scarcely anything remains to his biographers 
but a scanty hand-full of conjectures. 

The sexton and his companion had been 
employed as carpenters on the preparations 
for the celebrated Stratford jubilee, and 
they remembered Garrick, the prime mover 
of the fete, who superintended the arrange- 
ments, and who, according to the sexton, 
was “a short punch man, very lively and 
bustling.” 

We approached the church, through the 
avenue of limes, and entered by a gothic 
porch, highly ornamented, with carved doors 





“ Goud Friend for Jesus saKe forbeare, 
To digg T-E dust EncloAsed Here, 


Blest be T-E man J spares 'T-Es Stones, 
And curst be He 2 moves my bones. 


Just over the grave, inaniche of the 
wall, isa bust of Shakespere, put up shortly 
after his death, and considered as a resem- 
blance. The sspect is pleasant and serene, 
with a finely arched forehead; and I thought 
I could read in it clear indications of that 
cheerful, social disposition by which he was 
as much characterized among his contem- 
poraries as by the vastness of his genius. 
The inscription mentions his age at the 
time of his decease, fifty-three years—an 
untimely death for the world; for what 
fruit might not have been expected from 
the golden autumn of such a mind, shel- 
tered as it was from the stormy vicissitudes 
of life, and flourishing in the sunshine of 
popular and royal favour. 

The inscription on the tomb-stone has 
not been without its effect. It has pre- 
vented the removal of his remains from the 
bosom of his native place to Westminster 
Abbey, which was at one time contemplated. 
A few years since, also, as some labourers 
were digging to make an adjoining vault, 
the earth caved in, so as to leave a yacant 


| place, almost like an arch, through which 
| one might have reached into his grave. 


of massive oak. The interior is spacious, | 


and the architecture and embellishments 
superior to those of most country churches, 
The tomb of Shakespere is in the chancel ; 
the place is solemn and sepulchral. Tall 
elms wave before the painted windows, and 
the Avon, which runs at ashort distance 
from the walls, keeps up alow perpetual 
murmur. A flat stone marks the spot where 
the bard is buried. There are four lines 
inscribed on it, said to have been written 
by himself, and which have in them some- 
thing extremely awful. If they are indeed 
his, they show that solicitude about the 
quiet of the grave which seems natural to 
fine sensibilities and thoughtful minds. 
This inscription is written in an uncouth 
mixture of small and capital letters, as 
follows :— 


None, however, presumed to meddle with 
his remains, so awfully guarded by a male- 
diction; and lest any of the idle, or the 
curious, or any collector of relics, should 
be tempted to commit depredations, the 
old sexton kept watch over the place for 
two days, until the vault was finished and 
the aperture closed again. He told me 
that he had made bold to look in at the 
hole, but could see neither coffin nor bones ; 
nothing but dust. It was something, I 
thought, to have seen the dust of Shake- 
spere. 

Next to his grave are those of his wife, 
his favourite daughter, Mrs. Hall, and others 
of his family. On a tomb close by, also, is 
a full-length effigy of his old friend, John 
Combe, of usurious memory, on whom he 
is said to have written the following ludi- 
crous epitaph :— 

** Ten in the hundred lies here engraved, 
‘Tis a hundred to ten, his soul is not saved; 


If any man ask, who lies in this tomb? 
Oh! ho! quoth the Devil, ‘tis my John a-Combe.” 


There are other monuments around, but 
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the mind refuses to dwell on anything that 
is not conuected with Shakespere. The 
feelings, no longer checked and thwarted 
by doubt, here indulge in perfect confi- 
dence; other traces of him may be false or 
dubious, but here is palpable evidence and 
absolute certainty. As I trod the sounding 
pavement, there was something intense and 
thrilling in the idea, that, in very truth, the 
remains of Shakespere were mouldering 
beneath my feet. 
(To be Continued in eur Next). 


THEATRES. 


—_—~p— 
SADLER’S WELLS. 


The play of “ Werner,” as cast at this 
house, is by far the most efficient of any 
this season. Mr. Phelps, as Werner, is an 
admirable representative of the restless 
outcast. Nothing can be more impressive 
than his acting; the deep melancholy, the 
intense feeling of a father—the remorse at 
the crime he has committed—and his in- 
dignation for the individual who has been 
the cause of his wretchedness, are all so 
truthfully and forcibly pourtrayed, that, as 
a whole, it becomes the greatest master- 
piece of acting that can possibly be ima- 
gined; it must be seen to be appreciated. 
Mr. Marston, as Ulric, takes immense pains 
with the character, and it must be confessed 
enters into the spirit of the part with great 
discrimination and care; the last scene 
between him and Phelps has never been 
equalled at any house where this play has 
been produced. G. Bennett, as Gabor, is 
the very image the author has drawn the 
character. Poor John Cooper, we remem- 
ber, played this part in its original cast, but 
he could never enter in the vigour and 
bluntness that the character requires; in 
this actor’s hands it is really the perfection 
of acting. Mr. Mellon deserves much 
praise for his delineation of the usurper ; 
his mantle sits carelessly on his person, and 
he gives an air of self-possession and con- 





sequence, with a coolness, well suited to 
such characters. Mr. Younge, as the Stew- 
ard, was comic without extravagance.— 
Indeed, the whole play is excellently acted. 
MARYLEBONE THEATRE, 
This elegant theatre is now, as all the 
world knows, open under the management 





of Mr, and Mrs, Warner, assisted very 
ably by Mr. Harvey as stage manager, and 
supported by a tolerable company, The 
opening pieces have been “ The Winter’s 
Tale,” and “ The Hunchback,” added to 
which we have had one or two French vau- 
devilles, For the most part the actors are 
new to the London boards; and it will re- 
quire some consideration, together with 
additional opportunities of witnessing their 
exertions, ere we can venture to place upon 
record a fair and impartial opinion of their 
merits and demerits. Suffice it, therefore, 
to say, that although we saw much which 
might be amended, we likewise saw more 
which deserved unqualified praise, Mr. 
Harvey is a very good actor; so, too, is 
Mr. Henry Lee; and Mr. Saunders may be, 
if he chooses to study. Of the ladies we 
may briefly remark, that Mrs, Warner, as 
Hermione, looked, dressed, and acted as 
beautifully as ever; and that Miss Angell 
is a young lady displaying considerable 
promise of future excellence. There can 
be little doubt of the eventual success of 
this place of public entertainment; but we 
would strongly and earnestly impress upon 
the mind of the manager the fact, that 
whilst making, or endeavouring to make, a 
stand in general esteem upon English pro- 
ductions, he lays himself open to grave cen- 
sure by enacting mere literal translations 
of contemptible Parisian farces, 
CITY OF LONDON. 

The busy note of preparation has long 
since sounded at this favourite place of re- 
sort; and on Monday next the regular 
season commences. Most of the old favour- 
ites have been retained, together with some 
very important additions, including a 
young lady who has recently had the great 
advantage of receiving lessons from Mrs, 
Honner, and of whose natural abilities and 
acquirements report speaks very highly. 
The opening drama is from the practised 
pen of Mr. Egerton Wilks, and (we are 
given to understand) combines, as usual 
with that gentleman’s style, the extremes 
of pathos and the most effective comedy. 
A new piece by Fitzball has Ilkewise been 
accepted by the management; so also has 
a new melo-drama, entitled “ Bishop’s 
Gate, or the Three Arrow-makers of Beth- 
nal-green,” Considering the well-known 
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ability of Mr.Honner, the admirable talents 
of his amiable lady, and the highly effective 
company he has drawn together (not for- 
getting Roberts, that Prince of artists), we 
augur very favourably for the approaching 
season, 

STRAND. 

The Bushmen, or Bosjesmans, have been 
entertaining Her Majesty’s lieges at this 
minute but very comfortable bijou, together 
with some tolerable farces, some 1Néolerable 
melo-dramas, and a company by no means 
redolent of talent. Nevertheless, the ma- 
nager, a gentleman distinguished for his 
knowledge of the profession, arranges his 
entertainments with consummate tact, and 
contrives to send his audience “ home to 
bed” in good humour with himself, them- 
selves, and the performances they have 
witnessed. We hear that arrangements 
have been effected fur the production of a 
new burlesque entitled “Giovanni Once 
More "—the libretto written by Mr. Egerton 
Wilks, and Giovanni to be enacted by Miss 
Louisa. Lyons, for whom we understand 
Mr. Wilks has written some parodies of a 
very reeherche deseription. The stage here 
is very well managed by Mr. Harwood 
Cooper, who unites a strict attention to bu- 
siness with a mild and most gentlemanly 
deportment. 


CREMORNE GARDENS. 

On Monday an additional attraction was 
brought forward by the spirited proprietor, 
Mr. Ellis, who engaged Mr. Gale to make 
a nightascent. The gardens were crowded 
in every part to witness the ponderous ma- 
chine. At nine o’clock it took its flight, 
and a more beautiful sight cannot be con- 
ceived; the thousands of variegated stars 
of every hue dropping from the car pro- 
duced the most lively sensation amongst 
the congregated multitude. “ The Storm 
of the Pyrenees” is a most decided hit; 
it is well managed, and the music is admi- 
adapted to carry out the idea. We hear 
the season is drawing toaclose, and the 
proprietor is making great preparation to 
open the Adelaide Gallery for the Casino. 

THE WHITE LION, 
PADDINGTON. 

In our rambles about town, and its out- 

kirts, we happened last week to wend our 




















way to the north-west of London, proceed _ 
ing down the Edgeware Road, and called 
in at this celebrated house of entertainment 
—a place much frequented during the /ast 
two centuries, it having been the principal 
resort of the inhabitants of the then village 
of Paddington and the surrounding neigh- 
bourhood. It has, however, within the last 
few years been rebuilt, has obtained a music 
license, and enjoys a very fair share of the 
patronage of the public. On the night we 
visited this place the entertainments were 
very good. A Mr. Lewellyn favoured the 
company with “ By the Margin of Zurich's 
Fair Water” and ‘Sally in our Alley," 
both of which, but especially the latter,” he 
sang in good style. “The Ship on Fire” 
and “The Maniac” were also sung with 
great spirit and energy bya Mr. James 
Lawson, and were highly applauded by the 
audience. Two young gentlemen, named 
Redman, who appeared with success in the 
Surrey pantomime last Christmas, are also 
engaged here, and executed various nigger 
songs and dances in such a manner as to 
merit the loud approbation they received. 
The piano-forte accompaniment, by Mr. 
Cherry, is also deserving of commendation. 
We must not, however, forget to mention 
that the evening’s entertainments were va- 
ried by a selection from the popular songs 
and ballads of the day, well sung bya Mrs. 
Hooker, and enlivened by some admirable 
comic songs from the respected manager of 
the establishment, Mr. T. Martin. 
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PROVINCIAL. 
(From our own Correspondent). 

Yarmoutu.—The Establishment at this 
fashionable watering place. is in a most 
flourishing condition. Miss Davenport has 
been the means of reyiving dramatic mat- 
ters here. And we do not wonder at it 
joined to a first-rate education, she has in- 
tellect and polished manners; and, added 
to this, her acting has acharm in its ex- 
pression (if we may so call it) which is sure 
to carry an audience with her. 


Leeps.—On Monday evening our spirited 


























296 THE THEATRICAL JOURNAL, 


manager, Mr. Pritchard, was gratified by 
an excellent audience, on the occasion of a 
performance under the especial patronage 
of the friends of the members for the bo- 
rough. On Wednesday Mr. T. C. King 
made his debut as Hamlet, and Mr. H. Lo- 
raine appeared before a Leeds audience for 
the first time in the character of Laertes. 
Mr. King has much improved since last we 
saw him—now some two years since, in the 
West of England—and his Hamlet was a 
careful performance. Mr. Loraine acquit- 
ted himself creditably as Laertes; but we 
think the latter gentleman’s forte,—judging 
from his Adolphus Wharton, in “ Polka- 
mania,’—lies in genteel comedy rather 
than in the tragic walk of the drama. 

Yorx.—The Theatre on Thursday even- 
ing, was attended by a very numerous and 
highly respectable assemblage, the enter- 
tainments being by desire, and under the 
imme diate patronage of the Right. Ion. the 
Earl of Chesterfield, Sackville Lane Fox, 
Esq., M. P., and George Payne, Esq., 
stewards of the races. The play selected 
was “ She Stoops to Conquer,’’ which was 
very creditably represented. 

Letcester.—This establishment has 
been taken on a lease for five years by Mr. 
Charles Gill, and was opened under his 
direction on Thursday last, the 9th inst. with 
a new company. 

RocuesterR.—Mr. Willy has given pro- 
menade concerts during the week at the 
Rochester Theatre. The orchestra con- 
sisted of thirty performers, and solos have 
been played by Messrs. Willy, Carte, T. 
Harper, Nicholson, C. Harper, Winterbot- 
tom, &c., on the violin, flute cornet, oboe, 
horn, and trombone, with very great success. 
Several popular vocal compositions have 
been sung by Miss Ransford and Mr, C. 
Harper, and loudly applauded. 

Mancuester.—Mrs. Fitzwilliam and 
Buckstone have been playing to crowded 
houses throughout the week at the Queen’s 
Theatre, Buckstone‘has produced his ver- 
sion of “ La Figlia del Reggimento,’’ which 
was so successful at the Haymarket some 
time since, Mrs. Fitzwilliam playing the 
part of the Vivandiere. Ithas been acted 
every night during their engagement, and it 
is announced for the whole of next week, 
a rare occurrence in the provinces, ‘ The 





Jacobite’”’ has also made a great hit at the 
same theatre, with Buckstone in his original 
character of John Duck. 

Bricuton.—We find a general impres- 
sion existing amongst our multitudinous 
subscribers, that an occasional notice of the 
principal provincial theatres would be 
acceptable ; and have consequently, as in 
duty bound, made satisfactory arrange- 
ments to gratify a request at once so na- 
tural, so just, and so deserving of praise. 
Many and many an actor—aye, and actress 
too—who_ is row treading the boards of 
some obscure country theatre, would (if 
merit was right, which it isn’t), be “ lord- 
ing it uncontrolled above” some of those 
whom it is the fashion to praise, the fashion 
to pet, and the fashion to talk of. Such is 
the case at this admirably conducted esta- 
blishment, within the walls of which the 
shrewd and clever lessee has drawn toge- 
ther ona of the most effective companies 
we ever remember to have met with. But 
there is one point in getting a company to- 
gether, and another in working it; and 
while we constantly find that a manager’s 
tact may be capitally displayed in bringing 
efficient parties together, we as frequently 
discover a lamentable deficiency in the 
mode of using the aggregate talent thus 
amalgamated. Mr. Charles Poole, our 
present manager, hits the “happy me- 
dium.” He possesses the great discrimi- 
nation awarded to so few, of discerning 
ability and understanding how best to give 
that ability an opportunity of displaying 
itself, the result being that the tout ensemble 
of the “mimic scene” is creditable in 
every way and to every party concerned. 
During the last few days we have had 
“The Wren Boys” and other excellent 
melo-dramas, agreeably intermixed with 
comedy, burletta, and farce. In the latter 
department the lessee amused his audience 
as ‘“ Mr. Hector Timid,” in Buckstone’s 
somewhat antiquated farce of ** A Dead 
Shot. In the former, Mr. Shepherd, whom 
we have so frequently had occasion to men- 
tion in terms of commendation, made, as 
he always does, a most favourable impres- 
sion upon the minds of the audience. Why 
does not Mrs. Shepherd act now! Young, 
pretty, and clever as she is, we can hardly 
afford to miss her welcome presence from 
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our “ glaring foot-lamps.” We have again 
to mention in well-merited terms of com- 
mendation some very rising members of 
this company, particularly M1. Rorke (a 
capital low comedian), and Mr. Edgar, who 
only requires a little perseverance in study 
to become a very good actor. We have 
heard that Mr. Poole has not been very 
well used by some dancing people—let them 
beware of our tomahawk. 


CHIT-CHAT. 

Concert aT MaNncuestTER.—The con- 
cert of the Hargreave’s Choral Society 
takes place at the Free-trade Hail, on 
Thursday, the 16thinst. The programme 
is highly attractive, and we perceive 
amongst the principal vocalists the names 
of Miss Kenneth and Herr Staudgl. 

GuioucesteR Festivat.—The follow- 
ing is a complete list, of the principal vo- 
calists engaged for the ensuing festival at 
Gloucester :—Madame Garadoni Allan, 
Madlle. Alboni, Mrs. Weiss, the Misses 
Williams, and Miss Dolby; Messrs. Loc- 
key, T. Williams, Weiss, John Parry, and 
Herr Staudgl. Leader, Mr. T. Cooke; 
conductor, Mr. Arnott, organist of the ca- 
thedral. 

It is not expected that Jullien will be 
able to commence his operatic perform- 
ances at DruryLane much beforeChristmas, 
owing to some of his leading vocalists be- 
ing engaged on the continent. 

Jutia Bennett has been rusticating 
during the recess at Torquay. We hear 
that her father is likely to be engaged at 
Covent Garden. 

Mapame Vestris and Cuartes Ma- 
THEWS have quite enough to do to set their 
house in order; we hear they have issued, 
or are about to issue, an additional number 
of season tickets, which areto be purchased 
at the libraries with the private boxes. 

We hear that Mr. Joshua Anderson the 
vocalist, is engaged at the Olympic, and 
that his wife, Madame Bartolozzi, will also 
appear. 

Tom Matruews, the successor of Gri- 
maldi, has been offered twelve pounds per 
week by Mrs. Warner, to appear at the 
Marylebone Theatre. If he is wise he 
will accept the terms. 

Mr. WarpeELL has come to terms with 
the trustees of the Royal Property, and has 








taken the gardens for three years. We 
believe Mr. Brown has joined him in the 
speculation. 

Jenny Linp.—We can positively state 
that Mr. Lumley has secured Jenny Lind 
for next season, and there is every probabi- 
lity,from circumstances of a peculiar nature, 
that it will be the only season that she will 
perform in England. We are gratified and 
glad to find that the Nightingale’s notes 
will again be heard in the walls of Her 
Majesty's Theatre, 

MADAME STEFFANONI AND MADAME 


FREzZoLINI will appear at Her Majesty's 
Theatre next season. 


We hear that Mr. Balfe is still likely to 
be the conductor at Her Majesty’s Theatre, 
although Mr. Lumley will not enter into 
an engagement with him for three years, as 
he wished to stipulate for. We think Mr. 
Balfe could not well better his condition. 

Mr. Neville, from the Surrey Theatre, 
has been engaged at the Princess’s, to take 
the place of Mr. Granby, who will transfer 
his services to the Lyceum. 

Mr. Cuartes Horn has departed for 
America, and so has Mr. Manvers, the te- 
nor singer, with his daughter, a young lady 
of very great promise as a vocalist. Mr. 
A. Giubelei has gone with Mr. and Miss 
Manvers, with a view of performing operas, 
&e. 

That old favourite actor, Mr. Campbell, 
stage manager of the Grecian Saloon, takes 
his benefit on the 29th, when he will appear 
as Falstaff. 

Those renowned literary and dramatic 
cooks, Messrs. Albert Smith and Alfred 
Crowquill, have been commissioned by M. 
Jullien, to concoct for his new theatre, the 
Royal Academy of Music, alias Drury Lane, 
a grand Christmas pantomime. From such 
eminent wits we expect something striking 
and out of the common order of things ina 
pantomime. 

Jullien has engaged Miss Messent as se- 
cunda donna. This lady is at present in 
Paris, and has wisely placed herself fora 
short period under the excellent tuition of 
one of the Garcias, and we anticipate con- 
siderable improvements in her powers from 
her having so done, At Drury Lane last 
season she had not an average chance. We 
should like to see the woman or man who 
could sing well and in comfort, with the 
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knowledge that two elephents and sixteen 
camels, without counting other quadrupeds, 
were but a few paces behind, and upon a 
sudden freak might trample you into pow- 
der before you could say “ Jack Robinson.” 


Pretty little Marie Taglioni has accepted 
- engagement at the Theatre Royal, Ber- 
in. 

A new opera by Scribe and Auber will 
be among the novelties produced at the 
Royal Academy at Paris. Verdi's ‘‘ I Mas- 
nadieri,” revived and corrected, will also 
be produced. Miss Buck will make her 
debut in “ Guillaume Tell.” 

Mrs. Warner will shortly produce a new 
play by Serle. ‘ Macbeth,’’ with Locke's 
music, is in preparation. 

Mr. Phelps will shortly produce a new 
tragedy by Mr. Whyte, author of “ Feudal 
Times.” “ Macbeth,’’ from the text of 
Shakspeare, and without Locke’s music, 
is in preparation. 

It is said that Madlle. Favanti (Miss Ed- 
wards) has been engaged by Mr. Lumley 
for his next season at Her Majesty’s Thea- 
tre, to sing contralto parts, as the next best 
that can be procured to Alboni. Our rea- 
ders may remember the debut of this young 
artiste some seasons back, when her brilliant 
and charming organ was marred by uncer- 
tainty and want of ear. We hope she may 
do better on her re-appearance. She will 
likewise support many mezzo sopranos 
parts hitherto filled by Castellan. 

Grisi, Mario, Tamburini, and Mr. JL. 
Hatton, have met with triumphant success 
on their provincial tour, At the end of the 
month Grisi and Mario go to Paris, and 
Tamburini hasten to St. Petersburg to take 
his directorship of the Imperial Theatre. 

Most likely Salvi will replace Fraschini 
at the Haymarket. 

We believe Staudgl is not re-engaged. 
Cerito, St. Leon, and Caroline Rosati are 
engaged by M. Duprochel for the Royal 
Academy, Paris, 

Poor Tom Blanchard, the celebrated pan- 
taloon, departed this life last week in Lam- 
beth Workhouse; he had been removed 
into the infirmary, and had every attention 
paid him. 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
JuLius—The present proprietor of Pym’s Theatre is 
Mr. Greaves The lady in question, we under- 


stand, is no relation to T. Mathews ; as to her 
age, we refer you to her nurse, Urs. Grundy. 

A Musictan—On reference, we find the Opera of Der 
Freischutz was first played in England in 1824. 


T. Tomiins—It is now 18 ycars since the celebrated 
actor of rustic characters, John Emery, died. 











ADVERTISEMENT. 
AUXHALL GARDENS. — Grand 


Combination of French Equestrian 
Talent.—Re-engagement of Mademoiselle Valen. 
tine, from the Champs des Elysees, with her 
highly-trained steeds. Fifth appearance of the cele. 
brated Mons.and Madame Montfroid, the unriva}. 
led artistes from Franconi’s, in addition to the ju- 
venile French troupe, under the direction of Mons, 
Columbier Avrillon, whose success at Vauxhall has 
fully justified the high opinions entertained of them 
onthe Continent. Re-engagement of Ernest and 
Fraudel Kramer, the Tyrolese minstrels who nigh- 
tly receive encores, and who had the honour of ap- 
pearing on Friday last before the Queen Dowager, 
and a distingui-hed party. Also the wonderful per- 
formances of Signor Ameson and bis infant son, 
whose graceful evolutions are acknowledged to 
surpass those of Professor Risley. The Bedouin 
Arabs increase in popularity nightly, a re-engage- 
ment has therefore been effected with those sur- 
prising artistes. The pyrotechnic display in front 
of the Grand Square of St. Mark, Venice, which 
nas received the highest encomiums from HerRoy- 
al Highness the Duchess of Cambridge, his Grace 
the Duke of Wellington, his Imperial Highness 
the Grand Dnke Constantine, apd the elite aristo- 
cracy, will be repeated every evening. Pantomime 
Sketch from Harlequin ahd Mother Goose. Clown 
Mr. T. Matthews. Vocal and Instrumeutal Con- 
cert. Doors open at eight o’cluck- Admission, 
Half-a-Crown. 





REMORNE.—Concentration of Vocal, 
Instrumental, and Terpsichorean 
Talent.—OPEN EVERY EVENING, except Sa- 
turday, on which day the establishment is entirely 
devoted to tavern purposes. The Storm of the 
Pyrenees, spokeu of by the musical world as pheno- 
mena, andin thecircle of pyrotechnics as a flam- 
ing surprise-The Genii of perpindicular motion— 
The Vaudeville of Bosyesmaus—The Ballet of Ac- 
tion—The dancing to Lanrent’s Band—Mori and 
Children—Slack-rope Vaulting and tightrope danc- 
ing—Vocal and Instrumental Concert—The ba- 
chelor may pirouette amidst trees and flowers, and 
do “ L’Ete,” to the admiration of gazing thon- 
sands—A chance for a young man—Oh! oometo 
the Summer Casino!—The Pagoda—Tyrolean Band 
Fireworks by Chavalier Mortram, and one million 
natural altractions —Admission 1s, 

Doors open at three, terminate at balf-past 11.— 
Steam boats after the entertainments. Cremorne 
can be reached from all parts of town—by steam 
boat, 2d ; by omnibus, 3d. and 6d. Turtle and 
venison in the coffee-rooms daily.—N. B.—Parties 
wishing to secure seats in the car of the balloon 
should make immediate application to Mr. Ellis at 
the gardens, 





RITING, BOOK-KEEPING, &c. 
—Persons of any aze, however bad 
thelr WRITING, may, in EIGHT LESSONS, 
acquire permanently an elegant and flowing style 
of penmanship, adapted either to professional pur- 
suits or private correspondence Arithmetic ona 
method requiring only one-third the time usually 
requisite. Book-keeping as practised in the go- 
vernment, banking, and merchants’ offices. Short- 
hand, &c. Apply to Mr. Smart, at the Lustitution 
7, New-street, Covent-garden. 

‘* Under Mr. Smart, penmanship has been reduc 
ed toascience, and the acquisition, therefore, of 
what is called a ‘good hand,’ rendered but ‘ the 
labour of an hour!’’’—Polytechnic Journal. 
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